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EDITORIAL 


These are the ones you’ve been waiting for. The hot ones, the ones who 
know all the tricks and aren't afraid to use them. These are the dark delights, 
the tan teasers, the black beautiful ones -- women with that untamed look 
in their dark eyes that tells you exactly what you want to hear. They're 
the ones who don't mess around with a bunch of silly games -- they're out 
for one thing, and that’s pleasure, and in the process of getting pleasure, 
they can give a man what no other kind of woman can, because pleasure 
comes naturally to these unspoiled babes. BLACK, BARE AND BEAUTI- 
FUL is what they are gents, and if you’ve got that special craving for the 
exotic, the sensual, and the hip, well then, you're in the right place, the 
right frame of mind to enjoy this issue of BLACK, BARE AND BEAUTI- 
FUL as much as is possible. As a matter of fact, the only thing better than 
this magazine is to have a BLACK, BARE- AND BEAUTIFUL and willing 
beauty by your side as you turn the pages. Could be an exciting proposition, 
couldn't it? 


You got to admit it, the tan treat we like to call her our Smoky knows all the really important 


we lead off with this month has sister. She’s got that special way and exciting techniques that 
got it all together. She’s Barbie, of handling her moves that lets the connoisseur of dark beauty 


a real black beauty for sure, but you know for sure that she digs when he gets a fox like 


Barbie in the boudoir with the 
lights out on a sultry, hot night. 
Yessir, you can tell instantly 
that Barbie is just smouldering 
on the brink of bellowing out 
her primitive, lusty needs to a 
horny world, and when she 
gets her man in the sack, she 
makes sure that he’s capable 


of fulfilling her deep seated 
needs all night long. She turns 
those fogged eyes of his on to 
the sight of her ample and sultry 
charms, and right away he gets 
the message -- that it’s a no holds 
barred session she expects from 
him, and that if he’s having any 
of those first night jitters, she’s 


going to make sure that he gets 
over them real quick like, ‘cause 
when the Smoky sister settles 
down for the night, she wants 
plenty of greasy action between 
the sheets. Better get in shape 
gents, or she just might tear you 
down to the point where you're 
completely burned out. 


Yea, verily, as we wander through the Valley of 
the Dolls, every so often we are struck with the 
guiding vision of female perfection that spurs us 
on in our lonely quest for the mythical, yet highly 
desirable, perfect piece of ass. And, yea, verily, 
perchance today, one of us shall have this vision, 
and it is certain that the vision will much resemble 
the view we have here of Bonny, the Brown Berry. 
Who would stumble before her, who would fail 

to reach out and pluck from the hoary tree the 


essential lushness of this brown berry? Who, once 
having caught the sight of this delectable morsel, 
would fail to bring the bursting little goody to his 
parched lips, and pop it whole into his starving 
gorge? Only the fool would fail at this juncture, 
and the population of fools should be mighty 
small, given the vision of the Brown Berry. What 
sweet, dark fruit, what perfection of complexion, 
what subtle mystery in her smile. Wouldst thou 
fail to crush her into wine in thine stout arms, 

oh burly seeker after beauty? 


INNAMININC 
CISUISO 


What a dull adventure this 
holiday cruise had been for poor 
Shirley. All the men were over 
forty, fat, ugly little cigar 
smoking devils who had nothing 
more than the sight of a quim in 
their minds. And the girls were 
not much better, that is all but 
Betty the black beauty whose 
stateroom was directly across 
the passageway from Shirley’s. 

Betty was nice and it was ap- 
parent to Shirley that she could 
profit by knowing this woman of 
the world, this well travelled 
and knowledgeable female. But 
how pitiful that this entire voy- 
age would be spent sexless—un- 
less she desired to give over her 
luscious body to one of those fat 
little men with the cigars. The 
very thought of it repelled her. 
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As she dressed and fixed her- 
self for dinner, Shirley thought 
of the other trips she’d passed 
up, of the men those trips must 
have attracted. This cruise down 
through Mexican waters was a 
big waste. But the Hawaiian 
cruise. That probably is full of 
men who are young and rich and 
handsome, men she’d gain some- 
thing from knowing, perhaps 
even marry one. Ha, ha, she 
thought. Marry was what she 
really wanted, and those guys 
on the Hawaiian cruise are the 
very ones she’d have loved to vie 
with, make them fight over her. 

A knock came at the door and 
she said she’s not ready yet, 
thinking it was Betty—“Just a 
few more minutes, Betty,” she 
answered. 
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“Tt ain’t Betty,” a gruff voice 
answered. It was one of the fat 
little ugly men with the cigars, 
she knew. “Thought I'd take you 
for a little walk before dinner,” 
the voice called back, the taint 
of seduction easily perceived in 
it. 

“I’m not interested,” Shirley 
responded. “I have an appoint- 
ment for dinner.” 

“Oh come on, now,” the gruff 
voice pleaded. “Just a walk over 
the decks.” 

“No. Go away before I call 
Ship Security!” she threatened. 

“Christ almighty!” he said, 
“I’m just tryna be friendly. My 
jeez, what a dame.” 

Shirley’s ears quietly tuned in 
to the footsteps as they moved 
away from her door and down the 
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passageway, then she quickly 
got into her bell bottom pants 
and slipped on some shoes and 
went across the hall to knock on 
Betty’s door. 

“Betty,” she called out. “You 
in, dear?” 

“Yes, Shirley,” the black 
woman replied. “I heard your 
unwelcome visitor trying to put 
the make on you. Nice going. 
You almost had to insult that 
one, didn’t you?” 

“Almost!” she said. “I 
thought I did insult him, but the 
fat little weasel probably 
doesn’t even know what an in- 
sult is. He’s probably used to it 
by now.” 

“Come on in,” Betty said. 
“We’ve got a few minutes before 
dinner. How about a glass of 
wine?” 

“Oh, I’d love that Betty,” she 
said accepting a glass of vin rose 
from her black friend. 

Betty was not quite fully 
dressed yet, having only her un- 
derclothing on and Shirley sat 
there perusing the dark body of 
her friend. It was the very first 
time for her to view a black 
body, female although it was. 
Her mind was absorbed in the 
tautness of the skin, the deep 
tones of her flesh, the swift 
curves and the sharper contours 
of Betty’s body. 

Betty couldn’t help but notice 
that Shirley was looking at her 
strangely as if entranced by her 
body, aroused by it perhaps. She 
smiled thinking of it, hoping 
that Shirley did indeed want to 
meet her sexually. After all, 
Betty was no prude and was 
fully as rewarded by relations 
with women as with men. 

The dark woman slipped into 
some pants and pulled over her 
top then arranged her hair while 
Shirley sipped wine and 
watched, “I have something to 
show you after dinner,” Betty 
said finally. “I think it will 
please you very much—maybe 
entertain you even.” 

“Oh, what’s that?” asked Shir- 
ley. 
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“You'll see,” said Betty 
coyly. “Finish your drink and 
let's go topside for some dinner. 
I hope that perverted old engi- 
neer isn’t at our table tonight.” 

“Maybe we could get a table 
with some women,” Shirley said. 

“Yeah,” Betty answered 
thoughtfully. “Maybe we can at 
that.” It occurred to Betty that 
perhaps her friend was more at- 
tracted to women than men after 
all. How nice that would be, she 
thought to herself. 

“The men on this trip are real 
drags, pure old fat men. I won- 
der why that is. I thought the 
cruise would draw a lot of young 
men, students, guys like that, 
but not a one on this ship.” 

“Let’s go check out a table,” 
Betty said. 

They walked out onto the 
main deck, their hair being 
caught in the whipping ocean 
breezes of the evening, their 
clothing blowing hard against 
their bodies. A couple of older 
men, both bulbous and over 
forty, made eyes at the girls as if 
they were trying to take off the 
pant suits with their glares. 

“Join us for dinner, ladies,” 
one said. “Enjoy a cocktail?” 

“No thanks,” Betty said sar- 
castically. “Come on, Shirley, 
we can sit over there with those 
women. They’re a bit older, but 
that’s not as bad as trying to in- 
dulge these old fat men for an- 
other meal.” 

The men went off by them- 
selves talking, clinking glasses 
and speculating about the two 
young women. One said he 
thought they might be lesbian 
lovers. Another argued against 
that saying that such beauties 
couldn’t be lesbians for they 
don’t look manly, and everybody 
knows a lesbian is manly. 

The women joined some older 
women at dinner and throughout 
the meal the chatter dwelt upon 
such trivia as women are ever 
prone to discuss. Betty smil- 
ingly engaged in conversation 
with some of the other women, 
but Shirley shyly remainly 


aloof from the conversation, an- 
swering only if spoken to. 

After dinner, the women re- 
mained at table briefly and then 
first one of the older women sug- 
gested joining the bingo game. 
Then the other older women 
joined her leaving only Betty 
and Shirley who slurped down 
the last of her cooling coffee and 
then stood beside the table wait- 
ing for Betty. 

“What next?” Shirley said 
bored by the trip. “God, I could 
almost fuck one of those fat lit- 
tle men now.” 

“Don’t be degenerate, Shir- 
ley,” Betty kidded her. “Come on 
down to my room. Maybe I can 
help what’s troubling you now 
—if you’re game.” 

“Game? What do you mean?” 

“Come on, I’ll show you.” 

They walked down the pas- 
sageway to the stairway then 
down below decks to their state- 
rooms. Betty opened her door and 
held it aside while her friend en- 
tered. 

“T could sure go for some more 
of that wine,” Shirley said. “In 
fact, I feel like getting potted 
drunk I'm so fed up with this fab- 
ulous two hundred dollar week 
long cruise.” 

“Me too. Here, have a drink of 
vin rose. Sorry to say I don’t 
have anything stronger than 
that, but in a pinch I guess it 
will do. I could go up and buy a 
bottle but that’d be asking for it. 
Even the barkeeps on this ship 
are old men.” 

“Baby, the fish are beginning 
to look like horny boys to me 
right at this point of the cruise,” 
Shirley said. 

“T never thought of fucking a 
fish, but now that you mention 
it, they are kind of shaped right, 
aren't they,” Betty laughed. 

“Shall we go fishing?” Shir- 
ley joked. 

Betty was removing her cloth- 
ing slowly, keeping her eye on 
Shirley’s reactions to her. She 
noticed the white girl kept look- 


(Continued on page 48) 
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Susie is what we refer to as a 
high-steppin’ mamma -- when 
she does the soul strut around 
the room for a few seconds, all 
the studs are out of their skulls 


with excitement and lust -- they 
know high class equipment when 
they see it, and Susie’s got some 
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of the finest looking tan terminals we’ve 


ever seen. Look at the size of those 
jugs, gents -- have you ever seen 
a set equal to those? And in 


۷ spite of their size, you know 
they look right on Susie, 
don't you? This gal's 

got her act togeth- 

er gents, and it 
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takes quite an experienced stud 
to give the kind of long mileage 
workout she needs to get her 
boulders off. That's right gents, 
Susie carries around a lot of 
shapely weight, and when that 
hulk of finely tuned tan meat 
gets ready to get down and do 
the funky chicken with a hot 
to trot brother, well the brother 
better have his tricks up front 
in a hurry, ‘cause it takes a real 
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man to do the soul strut with a 
handsome hunk like Susie. Can 
you dig it, bro, are you stud 
enough to strut with this 
mamma? Better think it over, 
you wouldn’t want to poop out 
halfway through this piece. 
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Aping the natural funk of the native is getting to 
be quite the in thing to do among today’s hip dark 
chicks, and it’s not as easy as it looks, brothers. 
First of all, you’ve got to have those basic qualifi- 
cations, like a set of well pointed, semipendulous 
bosoms -- the kind that young Luana here is dis- 
playing for high purpose. Take a look at those 
pontoons, brothers -- how’d you like to float 


down the Zambizi river on a pair of floaters like 
that, with pleasant fantasies of a native harem 
running through your overheated system? Tasty, 
eh? That's not all it takes, not by a long shot. 
Luana’s got that primitive look in her face and 
eyes that tells the wary white hunter that he has 
run into a real wild piece of jungle action when 
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he fixes her in his sights. Dreams of exquisite na- 
tive techniques, aphrodisiacal potions and sexual 
voodoo are conjured up by her smouldering 
countenance, and the effect is felt by the male 
almost instantaneously. That’s the whole purpose 
of that native look -- it stimulates the sense of the 
hunt, of mystery, of dark forbidden pleasures. 
Going native -- you might want to try it out -- see 
what it does for your sex life. 
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Where does Lulubelle get that laid back, mellowed of pleasure it takes to keep her joints loose and 


out look? What makes her so relaxed and loose in her mind in a state of calm. That must be it, judg- 
this uptight, busy world of ours? Perhaps it’s be- ing from the way she’s decked out in those fish- 
cause our lady is getting the proportional amount net stockings, garters and other free-wheeling 
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symbols of sensual looseness, we’d have to say 
that indeed, there’s no way this little lady is going 
to be denied the proper quantity of fresh beef 
that it takes to keep a modern gal loose and laid 
back. Yes, Lulubelle has obviously found the 
handle to the pump, and life is overflowing with 
creamy treats for a gal like Lulu -- the kind of 
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treats that soothe those tormenting fires that 
torture so many other less fortunate ladies into 
terminal fits of frustration and anxiety. Take a 
tip from the laid back Lulu, nothing will bring 
you more rewarding pleasure than an open-eyed, 
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(Continued from page 20) 

ing at her body earlier and now 
it was no different. Shirley was 
staring from under her bowed 
head. When she sipped the wine 
her eyes caught a full view of 
the black woman’s nudity and 
she kept her eyes on her. 

“Not bad for a black body, is 
it?” Betty joked trying to fish 
out a comment from her compan- 
ion. 

“Baby, you’re beginning to 
look quite attractive to me, be- 
lieve it or not. I knew I was per- 
verted by this voyage,” she re- 
plied. 

Betty walked over beside her 
companion and sat on the edge of 
the bed, spreading her legs just 
enough to allow the white girl 
to peer straight into her charm- 
ing balck box with those wiry 
dark hairs twisting and creeping 
over the mons. She was beauti- 
ful, no doubt of it, and she was 
enough of a woman to attract her 
own kind, hard enough to force it 
if need be. She hoped it would 
not come to that on this girl, and 
even doubted that Shirley would 
require more than nominal force 
to get her to perform a few rites 
on that black box. 

“You gay at all,” Betty asked 
straightforward. 

Shirley blushed and almost 
dropped her wine when the black 
girl so blatantly put the ques- 
tion to her. “No, not really,” she 
replied. 

“But you are getting an eyeful 
of me, aren’t you?” she asked. 

“Betty, this is wrong. I mean, 
we’re kinda stuck out here and 
both of us are horny for men— 
which this ship does not offer 
other than in assorted fat stubby 
variations. But, don’t you know 
that it will all be over soon and 
we’ll be back to shore and can go 
looking for men?” Shirley was 
restless and fearful and her mid- 
dle class hangups were dan- 
gling all over her reddened 
countenance now. She was grop- 
ing for words, anything to put off 
answering directly for that was 
the last thing she really wanted 
to do knowing that she could be 


induced to try a lesbian experi- 
ence. 

“Take your clothing off—hang 
it over there in the closet if you 
like and then come on over here 
and get down on your knees and 
be initiated. If you need a little 
prodding, I’ve got something 
saved for you if you need a bit of 
stimulation.” Betty reached 
under the sheet and extracted a 
riding crop which she slapped 
against the palm of her hand 
rhythmically. 

“No, Betty, not me.” 
was clearly afraid. 

“Git your ass down on the 
floor and start licking at that 
hairy cunt woman. I ain’t joking. 
I'm hot and I want to be serviced 
now—by you!” 

“No Betty, please.” 

“Git the clothing off. Now! 
Now! You hear me?” 

Shirley’s eyes teared as she 
fought the idea of her first les- 
bian experience and with a black 
woman at that. Nonetheless she 
removed her clothing slowly 
and draped it across a chair and 
then stood in her stockings and 
shoes and bra looking at the 
hairy old black box that she 
would be forcibly taken to both 
by her own passion and by the 
passion of her companion. 

“Betty, I really don’t like this 
idea,” Shirley said. 

“Git those clothes off,” Betty 
said. 

And Shirley removed her 
stockings slowly, gently as if 
she had the hand of a male lover 
doing it for her. Still the tears 
rolled down her cheeks and the 
fear welled in her heart for this 
was something so different from 
what Shirley ever had imagined 
herself doing. She kept thinking 
negatively aböut the experience 
and how lewd it seemed, how op- 
posite it was to every bit of her 
early training and everything 
that she really believed in. It 
was vile, repulsive and repug- 
nant. 

“Quit stalling,” Betty said as 
she worked her own finger in and 
out in her cunt, squishy sounds 


Shirley 


permeating the room. 

“I can’t do it, Betty. Really, 
it’s just too lewd,” Shirley said 
quivering as she sat on the carpet 
before Betty who sat with her 
legs splayed on the bed. 

“Lewd. Obscene. What the 
hell else is it? You get down 
there and put your fucking white 
head into my cunt and start lick- 
ing up that sap. Don’t you try to 
beg off,” Betty said as she once 
more reached under the sheet and 
withdrew the riding crop. Again 
she rhythmically popped the 
crop in her palm. 

“Don’t hit me, Betty, please,” 
Shirley begged. 

“Eat.” The black woman 
raised her crop high above her 
head threateningly swaying and 
swerving it in Shirley’s direc- 
tion. 

“It's just so lewd,” she said 
again and this time Betty cut 
loose with the crop and swatted 
the white girl across her bared 
breasts. Shirley begged again for 
her friend not to do this, 

“Don't beg. Eat. Get your head 
in there,” she said indicating 
with her finger exactly what she 
meant. 

Shirley got to her knees before 
the black cunt and peered into 
the chamber that was held open 
by its owner’s hand. She fought 
the desire to get up and race 
away knowing that the black 
woman meant business and 
wanted the white girl’s head in 
that hairy box slurping away at 
the juicy cunt. 

“Eat me,” she commanded. 
“TI blister you with this riding 
crop if you don’t get in that cunt 
and start eating right now.” 

Shirley edged closer to the big 
hairy box, sniffed its odor and 
tried to withdraw again but this 
time the black woman gripped 
her head and drew her into the 
box. Shirley’s tongue dabbed at 
Betty’s pussy and then her lips 
munched at the inner labia and 
the tongue fought its way 
through the barrier, dug around 
beneath the prepuce and found 
Betty’s clit. 


The black woman jumped 
with joy as the girl’s tongue 
reached her dark and hidden lit- 
tle clit, and she loved the sensa- 
tions she was getting from this 
white girl's first time ever. Betty 
fell on her back her breath whip- 
ping and panting excitedly as 
Shirley dug deeper into the cunt. 
She writhed and bounded from 
the bed so intense were the sen- 
sations that now wove and shot 
through her, and Shirley, a nov- 
ice, was still chewing up the 
cunt like a pro. 

“Just keep it up, baby, and 
I'll return this one to you when 
you get your turn,” Betty said, 
her voice rising and falling with 
the electrical charges that 
rocked her pretty black body. 

The white girl slurped and 
sucked and continued to plough 
away with her tongue in the hid- 
den recesses of that cunt, her 
nose inhaling the odors and 
wafting smells of the woman 
she was giving this fabulous 
head to. 

Shirley dug deeper as if there 
were no end to the huge dark pas- 
sages inside that black cunt, her 
fingers and her tongue both prob- 
ing like medical surveying in- 
struments finding and touching 
just the right places at the just 
the right pressure; and for this, 
Betty lay in utter and magnifi- 
cent ecstasy, absolutely en- 
thralled by the seizures of pas- 
sionate pain and charge that 
rocked through her. No man 
could satisfy her like a woman 
and she deeply enjoyed forcing 
white girls inside this dark meat 
of hers. In her mind ranted the 
fantasies of domination, and she 
was that too, but now pleasure 
was her absorption and nothing, 
not even her fierce dedication to 
dominating her partners, would 
dare to interrupt her pleasure. 

She'd made this trip before, 
knew the paucity of males, at 
least desirable and young ones, 
that characterized this ship and 
its sister ships that sailed up 
and down the coast of California 
and Mexico carrying the sex- 
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ually frustrated cargo of elders, 
men and women in search of 
some kind of sexual satiety. 
Betty could read their minds and 
she always knew that there 
would be at least one naive 
young white girl like Shirley for 
her to trip up and train in this 
lewd pursuit of lesbian love. It 
was always so and always ended 
just like Shirley did—right in 
the floor sucking and slurping 
and lapping like a dog at the 
black cunt that Betty forced her 
to eat. 

Shirley withdrew and Betty 
lay quietly on the bed waiting 
for her next stumbling move. Let 
them stumble, she figured, for 
she could always direct their en- 
ergies back to her sexual joy just 
by pulling that riding crop up in 
the air. That would scare them 
into doing her bidding. 

“Lick my abdomen, Shirley,” 
Betty asked hoping that she’d 
not have to force her for she was 
now deeply enjoying this young 
girl’s acts and deeds on her body. 
“Just let your old tongue slide 
and slide and slip like a wet 
dick across my old stomach 
there. Ohhhhhhhh,” she moaned 
happily. 
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Shirley was getting with it 
now, actually enjoying it and 
her own deeds were sounding so 
lewd that Betty could hardly re- 
strain herself from breaking out 
in laughter at how this poor 
naive little white chick had sud- 
denly blossomed into such a fine 
lover for this black beauty. Her 
breath warmed and ticked the 
tender flesh of the black les- 
bian, and that sloppy wet hot 
tongue licked so perfectly, so 
sensually. Shirley kept edging 
upward toward the enormous 
jugs of the black woman, her 
eyes peering at them as they 
hung slightly downward as she 
lay on the bed. 

Betty gripped Shirley’s bare 
buttocks and her fingers kneaded 
those buttocks, tugged at their 
fleshiness and muscularity and 
her index finger ran a soft and 
ticklish course down through the 
crack of her ass and thence into 
the puckered little anal passage 
and upward, forcing through the 
dry tissue abruptly and pain- 


fully as was her 
white girls. 

“ Aaarrrggghhh,” went Shirley 
as the black finger-invaded her 
asshole and probed into the shit 
bucket as if searching for the 
lost treasure of Monte Sera. It 
seemed to Shirley as if that fin- 
ger had no end and: would go 
deeper even into her, then she 
felt it moving outward, drawing 
hard against her anal sphincter, 
but the sensations were exciting 
and sensual, transmitting great 
wads of arousal through her. It 
was a new experience for her al- 
together for no man she’d ever 
known had even so much as 
probed her tender asshole and 
all its bundles of excitable 
nerves. It was pure pleasure and 
she was learning it all from a 
lesbian. 

The experience no longer 
seemed so lewd, but deeply 
pleasurable and desirable. She 
hoped that Betty’s finger would 
keep digging and finger the hell 
out of that asshole. Suddenly 


style with 


the withdrawn finger popped free 
of the anal hole and Betty wet 
her fingers and then slid them 
down over Shirley’s butt flesh 
again and this time the damp- 
ened and lubricious digits dug 
plurally into her hole. 

“Ohhhhhhhhhhhhhh, aaaarr- 
rrggggghhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh,” 
Shirley moaned and groaned as 
two then three fingers slid 
through the tight hole into her 
rectum. Her dew was dripping 
fast now and she was deeply sat- 
isfied that her own introduction 
to this new form of sexual outlet 
would prove more pleasure than 
pain. The fingers dug in, spread- 
ing the anus, the thumb and lit- 
tle finger, like sentries, re- 
mained aside the hole waiting 
for the invaders to retract and re- 
join them. 

“You still think this is not for 
you baby?” Betty asked. 

“No way,” Shirley answered. 
“Let’s say, sweetheart, that this 
has been a training cruise for 
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Take five on the black hand side, 
bro. We’s all goin’ down to Bump 
City for a little midnight action 
with our mellowed out old ladies, 
care to come along? Them ribs 

is gonna be poppin’ in bacon fat, 
the band’s gonna be pumpin’ 

out that Little Milton jive, and 
up on the stage, in the natural 
raw, well that’s where Miss 
Mellow Meat gonna be shakin’ 
her thing. That's right, bro, 

come on down to the night 

club and see those pretty pounds 
of joy just shakin’ and quakin’ 
for all they're worth. Melinda is 


some sight, huh, bro? How’ 
you like to ۱۵۷ back for a night 
with a piece of steak like that 
wrapped around your head? 
Tasty, eh? Damn right bro, and 
you’d better believe that Melin- 
da knows how to shake that 
mellow meat when it’s locked 
in between the sheets, too. 
She’s an expert with her pound- 
age, and she’s built for com- 
fort as well as speed, in the 
sharp turns. Get your act to- 
gether, brother, if you want to 
get it on with this tenderized 
slab of Barbeque baby, ‘cause 
she don't hand out her snacks 
to cats who can’t handle the 
equipment with care. Dig it, 
bro? Are you set straight, bro, 
can you relate to the issue about 
which we've been discoursing? 
Got a taste for mellow meat? 
Dig in, bro. 


Just Imported... And Now Available in the U.S.A. for the Very First Time! | 


A New & Exciting Novelty 


Life Size — Life Like — Instant Action 


PLAY-GIRL 


Po \ 
"کین‎ 
NEW DESIGN -LIFE LIKE E \ 
IN EVERY DETAIL NE $ \ 
AA 


Features; 

*Flesh like vinyl body. 
*Deep Throat action open mouth. 
* Ail female parts built in. 
*Formed human - like bust. 
*Spongy detailed breasts. 

*Life like in every detail. e 
*Mouth powered by air suction. j Y 5 
*Life like vagina. 


The only doll in the world with electronic-type action mouth, molded breasts, 
and ALL female parts. That's right!!! Play-Girl is the ONLY human-like ACTION 
DOLL available in America. Don't confuse PLAY-GIRL with toy like dolls being sold 
on the market. PLAY-GIRL is not a TOY. She was designed for the ACTION MIN- 
DED man. Imagine coming home to your own play-girl always ready for action. 


Dress her up in lingerie, bathing suit, dainty underclothes, tight fitting sleek ۲ 
dresses, pants outfits, mini skirts or leather. Her well rounded legs can wear any 
style boots or shoes, nylons or hose. Think of all the fun you'll have dressing 


PLAY-GIRL the way YOU feel a woman should dress. And best of all PLAY-GIRL 
KNOWS how to show her appreciation. \ 

ORDER NOW, while she is still available at this extremely low price, or 
before she becomes a collector's item. 
SEND $1.00 FOR OUR ALL NEW 32 \ 
PAGE FUL COLOR RUBBER GOODS CATALOG ___ 
ı CANDOR-IN-LOVE-INSTITUTE 1 ۱ 
| P.O. Box 6118, Cleveland, Ohio 44101 ۲ ۱ 
۱ ۱: THE UNDERSIGNED, DECLARE AS FOLLOWS: 1 Play Girl was designed x 
] (NOTE: The below must be signed and your age indicated before we can | Are 
| fill any order) L 
Û pate: AGE: I ۳ 
Û i am over 21 years of age: I MAKES ALL OTHER 5 
I (Signature) 1 DOLLS OBSOLETE! e 
۱ PLAY-GIRL. . . $39.95 l CUSTOM DOLL e 
I 1 DEEP THROAT DOLL--with : 
| have enclosed in FULL PAYMENT. I open mouth and all female parts : 
| cash |Check [C] Money Order 1 0 
- NAME l only 95 3 
j ADDRESS 1 : 
1 city STATE zip I See eo? 
ساق‎ am me a mn am m a a ل س س س س سس س س‎ 


